>6                 THE SILENT  ISLE

But one old friend, whose -taste and judgment
I^have every reason to respect, took me to task very
seriously for writing the book. He said : " You will
not misunderstand me, I know ; but I cannof help
feeling that the deliberate exposure of a naked soul
before the public has something that is almost
indecent about it." I did not misunderstand him,
nor did I at all resent the faithful criticism, even
though I could not agree with it.

I had written books before, and I have written
books since, but none which made that particular
personal appeal. I may proudly say that it con-
tained nothing that was contrary either to faith or
morals; it was quite unobjectionable. It aimed at
making thought a little clearer, hope a little brighter ;
at disentangling some of the complex fibres of
beauty'and interest which are interwoven into the
fabric of life. I tried to put down very plainly
some of the things that had helped me, some of the
sights that had pleased me, some of the thoughts
that had fed me. I do not really know what else
is the purpose of writing at all; it is only a kind of
extended human intercourse. I am not a good
conversationalist; my thoughts do not flow fast
enough, do not come crowding to the lips ; more-
over, the personalities of those with whom I talk
affect me too strongly. There are people with
whom one cannot be natural or sincere. There
are people whose whole range of interests is dif-
ferent from one's own. There are critical people
who love to trip one up and lay one flat, boisterous
people who disagree, ironical people who mock